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the mother. She gave a start and leaned towards him,
involuntarily waving her hand. But he turned away, A
few minutes later his eyes sought out her face. It seemed
to her that he straightened up and raised his head and
his bloodstained cheeks trembled.
"He recognised me—can it really be that he recognised
me?"
She nodded to him, all aquiver with an awful yearn-
ing. The next moment she noticed that the blue-eyed
muzhik was standing beside him, looking at her too. For
a second his glance filled her with fear.
"What am I doing? They'll take me too!"
The muzhik said something to Rybin, who replied with
a shake of his head.
"It's all right," he said in a voice that was clear and
courageous, in spite of its trembling, "I'm not alone on
the earth! They'll never round up all of the truth. The
memory of me will remain wherever Fve been. Even if
they have torn out the nest.., taken all the comrades...."
"He's saying that to me," guessed the mother.
"But the day will come when the eagles will fly free
—the people will break their fetters!"
A woman brought a pail of water and began to wash
Rybin's face, crying as she did so. Her high, plaintive
wail mingled with the words Mikhailo was saying, so that
the mother could not distinguish them. A group of peas-
ants came over with the chief of police at their head.
"Bring a cart to take the prisoner away! Whose turn
is it this time?" somebody shouted.
Then came the voice of the chief of police, speaking
in a new tone—one that was almost offended.
"I can strike you," he said, "but you can't strike me.
You don't dare, you fathead!"
"Is that so? Who do you think you are—God?" shouted
Rybin.
A burst of hushed exclamations drowned his voice.
"Don't argue with him, brother! He's one of the author-
ities!"

